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"Do you think you ought to speak of your parish-
ioners in that way, Mr. Wakefield?"

"How do you mean?"    The Rector smiled con-
fidently. "As 'my herd'?"
"Yes."

"Oh, I don't know." He gazed across the endless
level pastures all around, golden with buttercups,
dotted with red steers. "It's a cattle country, isn't
it?"

Morval pondered. "I'm not sure that that has
anything to do with it."

"No?    Well, if I had a sheep-farming parish, I
should refer to 'my flock'."
" Ah, that's different."
"How?"

"That's Biblical. 'I am the good shepherd' and so
on. There's nothing about cattle in the Bible."

"I suppose that's because the chosen people chose
to keep sheep," Mr. Wakefield explained airily. "Be-
sides, what about Pharaoh's lean kine?"

The conversation became zoologically diffused.  The
baronet remarked that foxes were mentioned in the
Bible.  "Foxes have holes," he stated firmly.
"Swine!" Norton ejaculated.
"I beg your pardon," Mr. Wakefield said, his voice
faintly alarmed.

"Gadarene swine," Norton explained. "In the
Bible, you know. And the Prodigal Son kept swine
too, didn't he?"

He yawned. These futile talks, these walks of three
or four together bored him. He missed the comfort-
able confidential intercourse with Rookwith, and
Rookwith's cynical, astringent humour. Strangely
enough, the nearest thing to Rookwith here was the